
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The knife has glittered by 
To the forest to prune, 
And left her deaf to the wind 
And blind to the moon. 

She must live on her sap 
In her ease and dark, 
Until she shrivels and dies 
In her walls of bark. 

Unless the glittering knife 
Should return her way, 
And set its steel to the bark 
And let in day. 



IN THE MORGUE 

She who walked with flaming dress 
And the gems of idleness, 

She who counted in her troop 

Young man Dream and old man Dupe, 

Comes at last to lay her head 
Here among the unclaimed dead. 

She was weary as the sages 
With the riddle of the ages, 
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Saying to midnight : "Whether or no, 
Half the world is builded so;" 

Saying to morn : "Come do your mocking ! — 
But there's money in my stocking!" 

Now, with strong, insistent voice 
Calling, urging to the choice, 

More than gems or loves that were, 
The stern sea has tempted her. 



THE SWEEPER 

Frail, wistful guardian of the broom, 
The dwelling's drudge and stay, 
Whom destiny gave a single task — 
To keep the dust away! 

Sweep off the floor and polish the chair. 
It will not always last. 
Some day, for all your arms can do, 
The dust will hold you fast. 



Agnes Lee 



[203] 



